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a dam' fool. Bed!" Then he recollected himself. "All
I wanner do is to wish thish young lady a Hap-py New
Year." And he made a clutch at her.
This time Mr. Golspie instantly pinned both the
man's arms to his side with so powerful a grasp that the
man cried out. 'Talk like a dam' fool, do I?" said Mr.
Golspie, pushing his face forward. "If you don't make
yourself scarce, you'll start the worst new year you ever
remembered. See?" And he shook the man. "See?"*
And with that he sent the man flying back, took three
of four steps forward to see if any more persuasion was
needed, and when he saw it was not—for the man had
obviously had quite enough of Mr. Golspie—he returned
to Miss Matfield's side. 'I've rung up for a taxi," he
said calmly. "There's a telephone in there, where I had
my hat and coat. It'll be here in a minute. We'll wait
just outside and get a breath of fresh air."
Miss Matfield, who had been half frightened, half
elated by the little scene, and now, what with the wine
and the dancing and the music and the embracing and
the general excitement of the long evening, was in a
fantastic condition, tired and excited and timid and
audacious and thrilled all at once, followed her brutal
or heroic friend out of the studio and into the shadow
of the neighbouring house. Just before the shadow
ended, he stopped. "We can wait here as well as any-
where," he said.
She did not tell him that it would be still more sen-
sible to wait at the front gate. She stopped, and said
nothing.
"Well, that's wasn't bad/' he said, "though I'd had
enough of it when you said you had to go. They'll keep
it up till the milk comes. I shouldn't have gone, thoifgh,

